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spring, is with us. A

quomw a. m. the sun “crosses the line,” i. e.,

spring
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" A Delightfully Refreshing Story of 1

Love and a Woman’s Way |
WithaMan.:

ILLY, if you continue to
insist, you will end by
seriously offending me.
You have annoyed me enough ul
m’."

“By asking you to set a definite
#iate for our impending marriuge?”

“It is not Impending!” sha re
torted, exasperated, as Dians and
Wallace came out together and
walked toward the farther and
the terrace, £

“Do you refuse to mmyry me?"

“Yes, 1 do; 1 am sorry. 1 really
eannot help how you fesl about
it. This year of liberty has been
& year of happiness. I don't wish
to marry. I don't know when I
may wish to. I am perfectly con-
tented; and that’'s the truth,
B.“-II-"

“So—you refuse me?”

“For the present—yes."

“No; you must answer me for
all time, tonight.”

She nodded. “Very well, then;
I refuse definitely—and for all
time. . . . And, Billy Inwood,
you have brought this calamity
upon yourself.”

Short-lived Anger.

But Lillian's anger was always
phort-lived; she was already msorry
for him. Besides, she was con-
vinced that he would continue to
dangle. It had been her expe

rlence with men that they were
never reconciled to the wunob-
tainable.

' Bo with one of her swift, smil-
fing changes of feeling she held
out her hand to Inwood. He
twok it.

“Are you angry?’' she asked.

..No."

“Do we part—friends?"

“We do, indeed,” he said so
mincerely that the smile faded on
her face, and Into her limited

flickered a momentary
doubt. But, no, it was not possi-
. ble; for Lillan had never really
been able to doubt herself, He
aoccompanied her to the door and
bowed her in.
Then the strength seemed to

dropped on to the marble bench,
and sat there In the moonlight,
his face buried In his hands.

aroused him and, looking up he
saw Diana inspecting him.

“As dejected as all that, Mr.
Inwood?" she asked, as he rose to

his feet.
“Not dejected, Miss Tennant.”
“Why, . then this attitude?

Wherefore those woe, young sir?"
“Don’t know,” he said listlesaly.
“I'm going to the house?' she

sald. *““There’s an arbor across Lhe

garden. If you'll wait for me
there, perhaps I'll return. Will

m?u
“Certainly,” he said.

Bo she turmed and mped away
among the roses, and he stood and
watched her until she croased the
terrace and wvanished Into the
house.

As he entered the arbor, a white
figure, lying full length on a swing-
Iing seat, lifted its head from its
arms, then sat up hastily.

“Is that you, Miss Rivett?"

“Yes." ®* * * She rose to her
feet, holding to one of the swing-
ing chains. Moonlight fell across
her white, confused face.

“May I remain?"’ he gsked un-
steadily. *“Would you rather have
me go?"

“No. * * * 1 am going. * * ¢
My gown is damp, * * * [ will
80 Immediately.”

““Were you asleep?”

8he hesitated; but there was in
her only honesty.

She shook her head,

DO YOU
KNOW THAT--

After the elephant, the common
hippopotamus is the .argest of
land animals, fine specimens
weighing from four to five tens.

The custom of drinking ‘‘Loasta”
is derived from the anciont re
ligious ceremony of pouring iiba-
tions to the heathen gods.

Cape Horn was so named by the
Dutch navigator who Alsciyvered
it, in 1616, and called it Cape
Hoorn, after his native birthplace.

The harp Is- believed to have
originated from the hunting mow,
the tightly stretched string of

which will emit a musical note.

will give your hair the
life, luster and you
so much desire. The cost
is small and the results
~ are definite.

Begin the use of New-
bro’s Herpicide today
and have long lustrous
beautiful tresses.
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Rhyming
Optimist
" No Brains.

T'S very clear we're on & sphere
where people use no brains.
Smith joys, slack; tr croas the

track ahead of railrued (rains.
Would he but walt. the local
freight could in six minutes pass;
but “Speed, more speed!” Is
SBmith's one creed, so—heavy on
the gas! His journey ands and all
his friends, arrayed in solemn
weeds, with dismal iones and
sounding groans recounit  his
worthy deeds. And yet, 1 wisi he
might have missed the dirge's dire
refrains and frolicked here for
many & year had he but used his
brains. Jane speaks of germs in
harshest terms and swats them
with a will; she needs must burn

T

half she can tu ward off win-
ter's chill. Her hom+ is brick,

, some two feet thick, with tile and

#0 no rude blast, can

| o'er get past to creep along her

spine.

But through the rain this same
bright Jane fur-muffed Dblithely
goes; in satin pumps she guyly
jumps through ice and slee’ and
snows. We wonder why she doasn’t
die of sundry aches and pains, but
only know this much is so—she
hasn’t any brains.

ALWAYS TIRED
NO AMBITION
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by his forebears has faﬂed. He
dollar and finds himself left wi
apartment luxuriously furnished, which an
iron-clal will has entailed. With two dollars
in his pockets he finds the apartment occupied
by two charming young women, distant cousins,
vaim Tennant, who are as poor

Now Go on With the Story

3d, of an old and aristo-
ork family, returns to New York

that the firm founded
ys dollar for
an inherited

Would you mind remaining here
a little while?"

“My gown s damp with dew.”

“Then perhaps we had better
go?" .

“l think so.”

Neither stirred.

Helping Both of Them.

“Miss Rivett,” he said, “am I too
much of a fool—too hopelesa a
‘thing for you to listen ‘to?"

“What do you mean¥%" she «aid
faintly.

“lI mean that—this night, now,
for the first time since I knew vou
—I can use, decently, honorally,
whatever liberty of speech you |41
mit me."”

4

" Presently her white hand re

laxed, the chain slipped throngh
her fingers; she sank down on Lhe
swinging seat,

After a moment he stepped
toward her. She raised her head
in the moonlight, and he saw the
tears In her eyes.

“Christine,” he said under his
breath,

“Are we free Lo speak to each
other?" she faltered.

“Thank God, yes!

“Thank God,"” she whispered.

But for a long, long while they
did not use the inestimable privi-
lege of free, articulate speech.
There seemed to be no need of it

further than apparently irrelevant

-

them.

society. Rivett
the young ladies.

" WHAT HAS HAPPENED THUS FAR

as he is and have advertised as
tainers. They ask him 4o

they E)et a gocltion. -. Edmﬁon

remain, and makessuip mind to look
A Mr. Rivett calls with Colonel
mew to see if they will céme to his home
guests and ‘instruct his family in the ways
resses his satisfaction
and silvette play
for stakes, but Edgerton does not.
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fragmerits such as, "My darling!
and, "Oh, Bllly, if you only knew!

Far away beyond them Diana
came out on the terrace witlk
young Wallace, and gazed very
earnestly down at the rose
garden.

“Shall we walk there?” he said
persuasively.

Buddenly Diana's face sparkled.

“Oh, dear," sald Diana, “there’s
somebody down there alremdy—
two of them! And—it looks to
me as though they were spodn.
ing. What a world this is, Mr.
Wallace! 1 think I'd better go
in and play bottle pool.”

That night she wrote to Edger-
ton:

+

“Dear Jim: You have not an-
swored my lotter—but men were
made to pardon.

Somehow—and I don't quite
know how—that wretched and
melancholy Inwood man, fortified
by a gentle push from me, con-
trived to get up sufficient mo-
mentum to carry my little Chris.
tine by assauit. The darling has
just been In here to her
happiness to me. We wept “o-
gether, which Is our feminine
fashion of uttering three cheers.
Many Good Reasons.

“There is, of course, papa to
inform. 1 don't envy Christine.

Papa has a will of his own, but*
so has his infant daughter.

Noted Astronomer and Writer on
Subjects of Scientific Interest,
“Why is it that the plrnets

" Neptune, Uranus, Saturn, M:rs
never are ‘morning’ or ‘evening’
stara?—Mrs. F., Saginaw, M'rh."

ROPERLY speaking, an "eaven-
P ing star” is a planet which

rises, or is In view before
midnight, and a “morning star”
im one that does not rise until
after midnight, {. e., canno' be
seen during the first, or evering.

half of the night. But populurly,

the respective terms are applid a'-
most exclusively to Venus and Mer-
cury, and especially to the former,
because those two planets never

recede to a vry gi-at distance
from the sun, and 1 vieible,
are either in the - sky an
hour or two befoi: @, ar 'n
the evening sky an ..our or #wo

after sunset, so that they seem *»
have a special assoc.ation witn the
coming or departing sun, and with
the twilight or the dawn.

The reason why Venus and Me:
oury thus keep near the sun ls,
of course, that their orbits lie fur
within the orbit of the earth, whilc
all the other planets travel in or-
bits lying far outside of the ea.ih’s
orbit.

The gncients were deeply im-
pressed with the apparen: connec-
tion between the risings and set-
tings of the sun and the appear-
ance of the morning and evening
stars, particularly Venus, whih i#
s0 much brighter and more eunily
seen than Mercury. As evening
star Venus was calld “Hesperus™
and as morning star '‘Phosphnrus "
With the evening star was con-
nected the legend of the islaunds
of the “Hesperides,” which, with
their gardena of golden apples
were imagined to lie far awav to
ward the west, deep under the sur-

set.

Phosphorus was mythologica'ly
identical with "'Lucifer, son of the
morning,” and when Venus In her
utmost splendor plays that clar-
acter today, one can still feel some-
thing of the awe which that bright
light, shining like a mysterious
lantern in the dark hour before the
dawn, Inspired among watchers
who had no science to guide their
imagination.

Venus ia now an evening star.
but still too close to the direction
of the sun and too far away he.

nd the sun to attract attenton,

t she will brighten and with.
draw from the sun's nelghborhood,
month by month, and during the
summer and autumn will be a
uuwrb object.

ith regard to the other pluncia
as “evening stars,” both Jupiter

| DON'T LET TRAT COLD
»ing | GET THE BETTER OF YOU

Take Fathor John's Medicine Promptly

If that per-
sistent cough
or oold |is
fastened on
vou at this
season of the
vear it ma
lead to werl-
LOus  results,
Your doctor
would tell you
that the sooth.
ing., healing
elements In
Father John's M ine are exactly
what he would p ibs for such a
condition.

The value of Father John's Medi-

clne has been provem by more than
sixty-filve years of suc A It
#oothes and  heals * the braathing

passages and, because of the ‘\nour:
ishing food elements It confains,
helps to rebulld wasted tissue and
gives new strength with which to
rebulld health., Get rid of that

cold or cough now, before It is too
late.

OUR EVENING STARS

A GALAXY OF SPLENDID OBJECTS IN*JUNE
By Garrett P. Serviss

]

-

P and Baturn are now playing that
role, ris.ng In the cast about 10
p. m,, and Mars will join them by
rising before midnight In the
course of this month.

On the 10th of June Mars wili be
exactly te to the sun in the
sky and ngt much more than ferty
million miles from the earth, He
will glow with a golden-red light
about sixteen times as bright as a
standard first magnitude star snd
brighter even than Jupiter, whose
rays of pale gold will make a strik-
ing contrast with the flery app-ar-
ance of the light of Mars.

At the same time Saturn, a lit‘le
brighter than a first megni'ude
star, will hide for the naked eye
the strange splendor of his rings
under a leadenish glimmer that
lacks the sparkle of starlight, Hat
eévery eye will note him, and for
the possesor of a telescope he will
be, perhaps, even more interesting

than Mars. .
On the same date Venus sl
though she will set before Moars

reaches the meridian, will g!lsam
in the sunset sky with a luminos-
ity four times greater thua . hat
ol a first-magnitude star.

Thus It 18 scen that the eoming
summer will wilnes=s a very intec-
esting array of great ‘‘svenin:
stars.” It will be an excellent timwe
to make acqualiniance with the
beauties and wonders of the heav-
ens when they are most attrac-
tively displayed. The star fields
over which these planets ara pur.
suing their stately march rre= in
themselves of the highest interest.

|
|

cate, Ine.)

66 HIS must be the wrong
room!” 1 gasped, starting
back over the threshold

of the empty place In which 1 hul
expected to find Dad Lee lving
bandaged and bruised in the bed
where we'd left him the night be.
fore.

“It's the right room—al! =ightie!"
said Cariotia with a note of cymie-
ism. *“lt's Rogers’ littl- den-—iust
as the Btafford boy said.”

“May I go In ahead of you, Mra.
Harrison? requested Lyens re-
spectfully.

At my nod he walked into the
room and I followed as he crossed
to the windows Looking down he
shook his head, and | started buck
from the wsheer descent of b=k
court the window exposed to view,

WHEN A GIRLMARRIES

INTERESTING STORY OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE
By Ann Lisle- .

(Copyright, 1922, King Peatures llyndl-*r

Then he croaged and flung open all |

the doors. The closets held *‘rim
suits of tweed and serge—a young
mun's wardrobe,

“Now what shall we do?" 1
asked hopelessly, burning to es.
capw from Mr. Rogers' room with-
out encountering the gentlen:an
himself.

“March right down to the desg "
urged Cariotta, “and ask for Mr.
‘ee. We'll put up some sor:t of
biuff about not knowing which
room he's been changed to. Per-
haps you might even try inter.
viewing your friend, Mr. Rog:rs
I'm sure we can carry this off
with a high hand.”

I has ever given me came fiom
my blessed father the o her

day. He told & man I reapect ond
revere (and told him with tears In
his voice, though there was a sn ‘le
in his eyes) that 1 was growing
more like Iny mother every dav.

1 wish I could reach across space
to every mother of every daughter
in this land with all the glory of
those words.

What finer crown for A mother
than a life so beautiful that noth.
ing can erown her daughter's life
in turn like the knowledge that
she is forming into the image of
her mother's beautiful character?

Oh, mothers! How dare you be
petty or weak or selfish or erue’ in
the pursult of your own desire—
when the young generation which
comes after you is waiting to form
itself upon the model you set be-
fore {t?7 Will you miss the tender
tribute of a woman who knuws
nothing more glorious can be said
of her than that she is in truth
your own daughter?

Can anything more perfect be
assured you than the earthly im-
mortality of another woman who
longe to be so good and true &nd
strong and fine and loyal because
you were all these things and bpe-
cause her eyes are accustomed to

THIS EASTER

MAKE GOOD THAT PROMISE
OF PHOTOGRAPHS

PAINE STUDIO

I F ot N. W,

A GREAT COMPLIMENT

GROW MORE LIKE MOTHER EVERY DAY
By Beatrice Fairfax

HE most beautiful tribute life 4 the glory of what you have show:

her?
Oh, daughteras! Will you fail
beautiful example of a nnb:

mother's life? Will you shame he
memory by failing the high a
ample she set you? WIII wyou
break her heart by depariing fron
the noble traditions she has re
vealed to you In her own life”

One of the most bemutiful ol
tions in life is that of mother ani
daughter. Two women-—orne voung
on the threshold of lite—one with
cxperience and suffering ond e
fight lyving for the most vt
hind her-+-and both bound together
by the wonderful tie of mother-
hood. This 1» what mother and
daughter are. Not tyrant and
slave—not teacher and pupil, but
two women of one blood—with
the older to guide and inspire and
the younger to carry on what thy
older has well begun.

I think nolh[nt can so ennobls
a young woman as to {cel ‘that
she is becoming daily more worthy
of her heritage from her mother.
I fewl sure nothing ean more hean-
tifully repay the woman slipping
on toward the horizon of our
carthly life than the knowlsdme
that she has builded well and that
her child is proud jndeed to be
hers—and like her,

There is a nobility in the heri-
tage of race. Not in family pride,
not in smobbery, not in riches—but
in fine traditions and beautiful
character is the greatest inherit-
ance lald up for parent to pass
on to child,

The mother whose daughter 1oe«
not thrill with joy when told thut
she I# like the woman who .nore
her has failed. The daughter who.
cannot ache with happincss when
told she is llke her mother has
missed one of the most perfect
things that can comc down to her.

Reverence the mother who has
given you life, ia the word I want
to say to the girls of today. But
more tenderly, more eagerly -till.
I ask the mothers if thev will
forego the tribute of a daughter's
tears at the thought: |

“l1 am growing more like my
mother every day."

“We've nothing. to do but try,”
1 said. "“And there's no special
danger about walking up to the
desk of a hotel, so there's equally
no reason why you should delay
starting off on your long drive to
meet Mr. Norreys, Lyons. But be-
fore you go | want a word with
you."

“Before Mrs. Marrison has that
word, I'd llke to shake hands
with you,"” broke In Carlotta.
“And if ever Mr. Norreys stops
driving a car or takes to driving
his own. 1 want you to know
that 1'd go as far as buying an
automobile just to keep you In
the family."

Cariotia crimsoned at her own
words, Lyons, no doubt, took
them for a final proof of earnest-
ness. 1 knew how her own
phrase "“in the family” had tan-
talized her with {ts daring sug-
gestion. As Lyons put out his
big. lpng-fingered, sensitive hand
and ook the hand Carlotta was
offering him, I noticed the al-
most reverent way he bowed his
head to acknowledge the honor
he felt she was doing him.

“I'd rather see you two ladies
through, if I'm allowed,” he said
“Mi. Norreys would excuse me
for being Lall a Jday late, but he
wouldn't excuse mwe for letting go

' of this thing ‘till I've seen how

they treat you down to the desk.
And as .1 ain’'t able to tell you
what it means—your shaking
handes with me and treating me
this way—I won't try."

There was something of stub-
bornness in his tone—sometiing
that told me he didn't intend to
depart until he'd seen us safely
on our way somewhere out of
this very Dick West-esque envir.
onment. I'd seen examples of
Lyons's dogged and dog-ljke
gratitude before this, so I didn't
try to reject the service he'd

anage to do, forbidding or no.

With Lyons following us at a
vspectful distance, but in our en-
vurage, nevertheless, we stepped
vt of the elevator into the lobby,
and I marched up to the deak to
put the question which would set
me at rest regarding Duad Lee.

“Will you please give me Mr, |

Laucius L, Lee's room number?” |
nsked of the strange boy at the
ll(-sk.

“I don't know it,”" he replied.

“You, might look it up,” I sug-
gested.
“Can't,”” he answered laconie-

ully.
_ "Then may 1 speak to someone

who can—Mr, Rogers, for In.
stance?"
“Mr. RHogers ain't in. Nobody

here can tell you anything about
My, Lee,” replied the new clerk
with a pat glibness that was par-
rot-like.

“Mr. Blafford?” 1 suggested at
random.

“Don't know anyone by that
name,” he barked,

“Won't you see {f you can find
Mr, Rogers?’ 1 asked. "I have a
particular interest jn Mr. Lee. 1
must get news of him.”

“What's he to you?" grumbled
the new clerk.

‘““He happens to be my father,”
| replied with what patience 1
could command.

“He does!" Surliness gave way'
to a walight show of interest.
“And what might happen to be
vour name?"”

“It I8 Mrs. Harrison, and I'd
recommend better manners to
vou, young man, if you wish to

kesep your position,” 1 returned
turtly.
“Oh, would you?' he flared,

and a moment later I was bless-
ing the wrath I'd kindled, since
it made him so loquacious.

“Well, I'm In no danger of los-
ing my job, let me tell you. I'm
Mr. arry Rogers, jr., and the
gentleman you wish to see hap.
pens to be my father, And what
iIs more he happens to be out
seeing yvour father off on a train,
So it won't pay you to hang.
around here cross-questioning me
any longer. See?"

To Be Continmad Tusaday.
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~ Greatest Living Masters.

~ of Fiction.

“Scott's & nice bq You'd like o
tease, It

8

a
he's

:
158

perplex me; and, somehow, I turn

to you to help me solve them * * ¢

No, only one of them, bebause I |
shall not bother about the other

matter yet.

“But about the matter which is
really nearer my heart, Jim—we
must leave this pace; and the rea-
son is this: “Jack Rivett is ma-
king himself migerable over Sil-
vette.

“Silvette doesn't love him; at
least, I don't think she does. Bhe
couldn't do it honorably, anyway.
Bhe told me so, and I quite see it,
because she and 1 are employed
here under the Rivetts’ roof.
practically in a position of trust,
and dedicated to their service.

Not a Bit Loyal.

“It is“hot a loyal thing to per-
mit the son of the house to lose
his head, and Sllvette tries so
hard not to let him. But he's
doing it, and she can't keep him
from being nice to her; and she
and I know perfectly well what
his father's plans for him are,
and that they iInclude a fashion-
able marriage.

£3
»

%

“There is nothing more to tell
you about, except that your prog-
ress makes me very happy. You
are doing only what you would
ultimately have done without any
impudent advice from me. You
have found yourself, Jim; you are
climbing the rungs very quickly.

Too Late for That.

“Jim, I am not yet very old—but
I might easily be younger. . . .
I was thinking th.o other day—
and tonight—that sometime I shall
be too old and unattractive to
practice this not very dignified
profession, and I'm disinclined to
do anything more strenuous. 1
don’'t want to struggle and grub
and starve along respectably as a
feminine physiclan. It's too late
for that, anyway.

“So I don't know what to do,
ultimately, unless I accomplish
what I started out to do—marry a
wenlthy man. I mean the firsi
agreeable one I encounter.

“Well, I won't bother with ths.
problem tonight; my head aches
a little. Good night, Jim.

“JAPONETTE.'
(To be Continued Monday.)
(Copyright, D. Appleton & Co.)-

Printed by arrangement with Intar
pational Feature Bervice. Ime.

Why You Pay
Postage

IN the old days, long before

stamps were thought of it was
alwayva the custom for the recipient
of a letter to pay the posiage., The
way in which this came to be al-
tered is curious.
London fell violently In love with
a girl who lived a sho:t distance
from the metropolis, relates Every-

A young man in |

day Sc ence, But the attentions o
the ardent lover were not desired,

and the maiden had wo wish to
receive letters frum him, much less
to pay for them. After a few had
been accepted—end, of course,
paid for—the girl informed the
postman that she wouid not re-
celve any more. This thing set the
postman thinking, and as a result
he made a suggestion 1o the au-
thorities. This was that it would
save a lot of trouble If *he sender
of a letter was made ‘o pay the
postage. So the idea was adopted,
and as a result today cvvery one

who sends a letter takes it for !

granted that he must pay for its
delivery in advance.

|

DVICE TO THE
LOVELORN |

By Beatrice Fairfax—'
AWorthelss Suitor.

EAR MISS FAIRFAX:

1 have been going about with
a man for two years. He al
ways sald he loved me and ]
loved him. My parents also
liked him. Now they are dead
and he has told me his family
objects to his marrying me be
cause I am poor.

SORROWFUL.

HE man for whom you're

mourning isn't worth another
thought, my dear. He was either
a weakling who hadn't enough
strefigth and courage to make a
fight for you, or a mercenary
creature who was easily per-
suaded to look for a richer wife
than you. I'm sure yvou are a fine,
sweat girl worthy of a true devo-
tion. The man who falled you
when you needed him so would
have made you miserable once you
had entrusted your life's happinesp
to him. Try to believe that you
are well rid of him and that yow
will meet with a kinder fate than
hecoming his wife. ;
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v & Far enn,

and are nutritious and wholesome.
MADE ONLY BY

BAKER & Co. LTD.

ESTABLISHED 1780 .
DORCHESTER, MASSACHUSETTS
Booklet of Choice Recipes sent free

WALTER

Baker’s Cocoa and
Baker’s Chocolate

Appeal strongly to the healthy ap-
petites created by vigorous exer-
cise in the open air. Theyare
the most satisfactory of all the
food drinks, as they have a

mostdelicious flavor and aroma

L

fWritten in His Best Vein by One of the



